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i Ma Dr amatis | Per ſons. | 


M E. N. a 
Paris. 14 Mr. Walker, 
Mercury. Mr. Sal way. 
A Miller. Mr. Hulet. 
Miller's Son. | Mr, Baguerre. F 
WOMEN. 

Juno. Mrs. Egleton. 
Pallas. Mrs. Foreſter. 
Venus. Mrs. Cantrell. 
A Nymph of Ida. Mrs. Hollyday- 
The Miller's Wife. Mrs. Martin, | 


Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes, Dancers, 


'SCENE, The Plains near Mount IDA, 


* 


JUDGMENT of PARIS; 
4 


The TRiumPHof BEAUTY, 


Enter Millet's Son, /inging out of 4 Paper, 
AIR I. Heigh ho! Who's above, Oc. 


» | | MittEerR's Son. 


ETGH ho! What's 1% do? 
V muſt I love, that cannot wove ? 
W For by too fatal Proofs 1 find 
Il Love may be dumb, as well as blind, 
| O fy ! what a Wrong, 
Jo give a Man Eyes, then ſeal up 
| bis Tongue! 8 


Well; an I could but write theſe Verſes as well ay 

ſing era, I'd make the Wenches dance aſter me from 

June to January. But they know 1 do not ſing m 

own Mother-wit, and that's the Reaſon they will 

not look auſpicious upon 3 Surely, this * 
| mu 


2 "The Judgment of Paris; Or, 
muſt be a moſt bewitching Trade to him, that takes 
any Pleaſure in it: And profitable too, I 8 

One that but knows how to get Money by it. But ; 

comes the old Man; and to talk of theſe Myſteries to 

him, is all one as whiſtling to a dead Mare. Hy 


Enter Miller. : 


Mil. Why, how now, Varlet? Whither are you 
flaunting in your beſt Trim? - "| 
Son. Whither? As if you did not know now? Is 
not this the merry Month of May, and are not all the 
Youths of Mount Ida employ'd in Revels and Gam- 
| bols? Is not our mo Maſter, and Landlord, Pa- 
ris, found out to be a Prince; and ought we not to 
| pay our Duties to him in ſome Devices of Mirth ? 
'' Mil. If there are ſo many Revellers, you may be 
the better ſpared: As for you, go not upon theſe wild 
Devices. | 
Son. What is the Wind chang'd then ſince laſt | 
Night, when I had your Leave? Does not the whole 
Country expect me, and am not I to ſpeak all the 
dumb Shows? Leave this peeviſh Humour, Father, 
and have more * * to the publick Good. Let 
me not diſappoint the new Prince. 
Mil. Siva, I prefer the publick Good before all the 
World, and the Prince before that, and my ſelf be- 
fore the Prince, and oy Wife before my ſelf, and my 
Neighbour's Wife before her, —— And am I to be 
tutor'd by your Puppyſhip? p 
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AIR II. Foay's Placket is rent, Cc. 


. . * Gadzookers/ it makes me mad 
| To ſee thee ſuch a Swain. 
Go, —— dof thy beſt Cloaths, my Lad, 
And ply the Mill again. 


* The Triumph of Beauty, © 
= Come, leave theſe Toys to idler Boys, 
Dat loiter oer the Plain: 
© ©. Gadzookers / come help thy Dad, 

Or Thou'rt a Knave in Grain. 


Son. Ay, or elſe 'tis pity but I were not a Miller's 
Son. Yet the Merriment muſt not be diſap- 
inted. I can be as obedient, d'ye ſee, as you are 
5 Zutiful: But ſpeak your Conſcience now, am not I 
paſt asking Bleſſing at theſe Years ? Beſides, the old 
Thief ſhould conſider he was once a young Knave. 
il. Sirrah, have you the Impudence to call your 
Father * , 0 1 * 
Son. Nay, I was ſpeaki ut according to the 
Proverb. Some 3 be made — Trade, 
Sor, Heav'n knows, we might all be too honeſt by Incli- 
nation. But can you be ſo hard-hearted to perſiſt in 
= your Denial? | 
3 Mil. Marry, can I, Sir. Either turn back to the 
Mill, or turn your Back to it from this Day for- 
le ward. 
Son. Nay, then, never pretend to call me Son any 


more. 
| AIR III. Mad Moll, &c. 


he Tho cruelly now you deny, 
e- Yet would you confeſs the plain Truth, 
oy You once were as idle as I, © 


And lov'd theſe ſame Sports in your Youth, 
Tho' I had been told, could I dream 
Tou ever ſo croſi-grain'd would be? 
To ſome you a Father may ſeem, 
But, ah! you're a Tyrant to me. [He weeps. 


Enter Miller's Wife. 


* Wife. Why, how now, Cera? What Wind has 
blown down theſe Show'rs, tro“? Thy beſt Attire 


B 2 on, 


on, and thy worſt Looks? What Confuſions can any 
Woman make upon theſe Appearances? ö 
Fon. Ah! Mother, Mother, it grieves me that 1 
ſhould call that Man Father, who ſhould be ſo ſhame- | 
leſs to put his Spoke in my Wheel, 
to keep Mill, now that all the Youths of the Village 
are upon Sports, and Revellings, and new Devices. 
Mie. How! naue, and new Vices, and not 
is 


let the Boy come in for his Snack of them Lex 


every one ſpeak their Opinion freely, as far as } 
their own Want of Diſcretion ſhall direct them, is 
this reaſonable? Tis a Parent's Buſineſs, - ſure, to 
ſhew their Son all the Contempt they can: And un- 
leſs we are reconcil'd, and pore divided among 
ourſelves in this Point, how can he ever hope to 
find Diſreſpect from the Neighbourhood? | 2 
Mil. Go, you are a filly Woman, and talk no- 
thing. He has not my Conſent, and goes none. 4 
Hife. But he has my Conſent, and goes every Inch 
of him: Marry come up, had not I my Share in his 
begetting, and ſhall I be ſhut out from aRight of miſ- 
ruling him? Hold up thy Head, Geta, I have given 

thee my Diſmiſſion for going, and if he diſputes it, | 

let him turn his Girdle. | 4 


AIR IV. Maiden, freſh as a Roſe, (9c. 


Oh! how ſmooth are you Men, 

While we can ſtill boaſt Virginity / 
Still had you been as then, 

Had I not fondly gin it Te. 
While the courting Days laſt, 
Dun look all one bright Serenity : A 
But that gay Seaſon paſt, vi 
'* Roughneſs ſucceeds your Lenity. 


Maigens, that would be wiſe, 
No Fear you loſe Time in tarrying. 


hz 
» 
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Fight f 


and charge me F 


Triumph of Beauty. 


ny ' Fight with Caution your Prize, 
Vor puſh inſtead of parrying. 

1 Pratiice tells ev'ry Day, 

e- Run Hand over Head in marrying z 

ne if a Churl croſs your Way, 

ge s it not ſad miſcarrying? 


\ Mil. This is the old Leſſon upon every Occaſion, 
| > try ages But, ſure, it is oſterous that 
#1 ſhould be always — out of my Reſolution thus. 
And I have ſo little Power now of reſtraining him 
from going upon the Gad, that I am determin'd to 
put on my better Frock and Band, and make one in 
© their Holyday-doings. 


TR? EuEBRE 


AIR v. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, (9c. 


Mil. How vainly did I firive to ſbeu | 
The Father in Diſpleaſure / 

Wiſe. But fince be does pliant grow, [To Son. 
Your Griefs reſtrain to Meaſure. 

Son. Noz no, no; fince be conſents 7 8 

| My Griefs now are turn'd to Pleaſure. [Exe. 


\ 
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SCENE Changes to another Part of 
Mount Ida. 


A Enter Paris, and Nymph. 
NR Par. I prithee, Sweet, baniſh this Gloom from he 


Heart, this Enemy to Love and Pleaſure: What ha 
thou to fear? Are not theſe rural Plains an Emblem of 


thy own Innocence? Is not all around thee bloomi 
like thy ſelf? And nothing is wanting but thy Gaiety 
do bleſs this fair Retreat, where Nature wooes thee 
do ſmile by a Profuſion of Delights. 

AIR 


8 be Julmem of Paris; Or, 


AIR VI. Wich tuneful Pipe and merry Glec, Ge. 


As when the Sun makes bright the Day, 
Young Flow'rs their Bloſſoms ſpread : 
Which, ſoon as he retires his Ray, 
Shrink up, and bow the Head, 
E'en fo your Smile 
Can Grief beguile, 
And warm each vital Part : 
But when you wear 
That Gloom of Care, 
Then Sorrow chills my Heart. 


Nymph. Alas! my Lord, I could be gay and ſpright- 7 
ly as the Seaſon. 1 could willingly expreſs Son-thino N 
on my Cheek, did not dark Clouds low'r within my 
Thoughts. Theſe Plains would be Elyſium to me; 
but that when I reflect thou art the Royal Priam's | 
Son, that Enemy to our Race and Country, there 

Deſpair checks the Ambition of my Love; and the 
Fears of loſing thee turn the gay Proſpect to the % 
Glooms of Erebus. Yet while 1 poſſeſs, and can 
call thee mine, I will ſtruggle againſt Sorrow, and * 
force my Tranſports to get the better of Diſ- 
quiet. | 


A IR. VII. To- morrow is St. Valentine's Day. 


The Weſt- wind blows, the Birds do ſing, Au 
The Earth with Sweets is ſpread : N 

Each painted Flow'r, to trim Love's Bow'r, 

. Shoots up its fragrant Head. 

Ye Zephyrs blow, ye Birds ſtill fing, : w 
Earth, all thy Flowrets wear / 0 

But my fond Heart, with faveeter Art, In 
Decks Love's Pavilion here. CF 


Par. Pretty, and kind! — By Heaven, there is En- 
chantment in all thou utrer'ſt : Perſuaſion hangs up- 
0 on 4 
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4 be Triumph of Beauty... 
Jon thy Lips, and helps each pointed Glance to do 


T ark Vii. When bright Aurelia trip'd the Plains. 


* If Love his Arrows ſhoot ſo faſt, 
F Soon, ſure, their Stock ſhould waſt. 


y 


double Execution. 


But I'm deceiv'd in thinking ſo, 

Love's Arrows in his Quiver grow, 
And muſt for ever laſt. 

Blind Cupid! proud to tyrannixe, 
And make fond Hearts thy Prize 


Vain Poets gave thee ſirſt thy Bow, 
But all the killing Shafts, we know, 


- Are ſent from Beauty's Eyes. 

„ Miller's $0» withis.) Hillo! ho, ho! — 
„ Par. But, hark! ſome of my importunate Swains 
re are coming to torment me with their unſeaſonable 
ne Foolery. Retire, my Love: Thou ſhalt not be ſeen 
e alone with me; Calumny as often lurks in the Breaſt 


n- 
p* 
on 


of the Ruſtick, as of the moſt cenſorious Courtier. 
Anon, when better Opportunity offers, come forth 
and I will again be happy. [Exit Nymph. 


Enter Miller's Son. 


Son. O my dear Prince, I thought we had loſt you. 
Why, how now? Sti!l in this Humour? Will your 
L ar gp never be a Changeling ? 
5 ar. I pr'ythee, leave me, Friend. 

Son. Leave my young Prince ina Wood? —— A 
word to the Wife. ] would be loth to be unman- 


no lemprtations here; Nothing in the Likeneſs of a 
Petticoat. What then would you be private for? 


Par. If thou doſt love me, do not interrupt me: 
would be private. 


Fon. 


ö Yo and hinder a princely Recreation: But I ſee 
210 
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b © Sox. It muſt not be. To tell you Truth, we have 
_ taken notice of your ſullen Diſpoſition; and half a 
" | dozen of your humble Subjects and Play-fellows have 

RK penn'd a Dance to make you merry. Simple. as I ap- 
Herr; my Head had a hand in it. All your Shepherds 

it 1s not a 8 I hope. 

Par. Well, well; anon 1 am for you, and your 
Mirth: but be gone now; and if thou wilt uſe thy 
— — to keep off thoſe, that would diſturb my 
preſent Retirement, I'll reward thy Care in it. 

Son. Say no more, I'll do't. But, you muſt be in 
Love? 

Par. In Love! pr'ythee, with what? 

Son. Nay, I do not know that; but I have i& 
ſhrewd Suſpicion. For thus ſimply did I look by all 
Report, when I was in Love too. It had almoſt un- 
done me, for it infected me with Poetry; and I grew 
witty. to the Admiration of all the Owls in Ida. I 
wrote a Hue-and-cry after my Miſtreſs. You ſhall 
hear my Verſes, and then I am gone. 


AIR IX. I had alittle Cock, 6c. 


Tell me, good my Fellows, 
For, ſure, Im growing jealous, 
Oh, did you ſee my true Love, trow' ? 


Oh ! — fhe has got ſome ſecret Way, 
Some ſly Swain has made her ſtray, 
And to find her again 1 not know. 


” * 
. . 


A | 
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Par. Very poetical and expreſſive. But now you 
Promiſe. 
Son. Yes, yes, I vaniſh at once. ¶ Exit Miller's S 
Par. What a ſtrange Rudeneſs am I forc'd r'obey# 
Unhappy Paris thy ungentle Stars 
Not only have decreed thy cruel Exile 
From thoſe Delights, thy Blood and Birth ſhout 
' . _ challenge; But 


” The Triumph of Reaxty. 5 


err 
Ha! 


an humble Miſery in Quiet. 


Mercury deſcends. 
AIR X. Ah! lovely Nymph, give over. 


Merc. O gentle Youth, give over 
Theſe Thoughts of Gloom and Pain : 
Time calls thee to diſcover 
Thy princely Mind and Strain. 


Bus'neſs js depending 

2 h waits from Thee its Doom: 
Three Godde es s 4 tending 
To thy Deciſion, come. 


Par. What means the ſacred Meſſenger of Jove? 
What is injoin'd from his Celeſtial Throne? 

Merc. Varna Prince, thy Wiſdom's honour'd in 
| his Mandate. 

Imperial Juno, and the Queen of Love, 

And Pallas, Patroneſs of Arts and Arms, 

In high Contention, as their proper Due, 

Each claim this golden Ball. The God by me 

Wills chee to judge the undetermin'd Striſe. 

Take it; and, putting his Command in Act, 

Boldly beſtow it, where thy Judgment tells Thee 

'Tis beſt deferv'd, Conſcious alike of Worth, 

The bright Contenders ſtoop to thy Award, 


you? AIR XI. An old Woman cloathed in Grey, 6c. 


Sou If 1 may a Secret unfold, 
bey Which yet was divulged to no Man, 
In Matters of Love and of Gold 

A Goddeſs is but a plain Woman. 


C Joye 
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The glorious glitt'ring Orb. — What's here infcrib'd? þ 


Beyond what ſwoln Ambition knows to ask. 
Give but that Ball to Me, and, in Exchange, 


N Croud! in, and lay their Scepters at thy Feet. 


Jove therefore appeal him to % 

To quell this unheavenly Riot; 
For 25 more than the Thund'rer can do, 
To keep the three Goddeſſes quiet. 

[Exit Mercury. 


Par. This cannot be a Dream: I ſee, I feel, 


This to the beſt Deſerver.— Tis the Tenour 

Of Jove's Command; the Rule muſt ſway my Sentence. 
But what will be th' Event? That is a Fear, 

Should give me Pauſe. | 


AIR XII.  Polworth on the Green, c. 


If hea uly Domes can rage 
Like Goddeſſes belew, 

What Mortal would engage 
The dreadful Odds o Two? 

But Wiſdom bids, in Broils like theſes 

N bat Precedents have done : | 

JV ho would not freely Two diſpleaſe, 

if ſure to pleaſure One | 


28282 


St 


LA Paris / ng this Song, Juno, Pallas and Wang deſcend 
in a Machine, and aligbring come forward. ] 


Juno. You are inform'd what Conteſt brings us hi- 


ther, 
And what the Prize we ſcek. Fach Rival comes, 
Rich to reward, as Thou decide'ſt 'tis due. 
Kingdoms and Growns are mine; the Gift of Treas 
1 


Name but the Bounds and Limits of thy Empire: 
Ala ſhall bow; and all her ſtubborn Princes 


Al 


de Triumph of Beawy, uu 
AIR XII. Says Royer to, &c. 


The Wretch muſt remain 
In Contempt and Diſdain, 
Whoſe Aims do not firam 
To graſp Riches and State. 


Let proud Fools Monarchs deſpiſe, 

Let Spendtbrifts the Wealthy as Miſers chaſtiſe, 
You cannot without Gold and Honours be great : 
No, 10; —— , no, no, no. 

You cannot without Gold and Honours be great. 


d? f 


C. 


Pallas. She courts thee, Youth, with State and 
cumbrous Glories; 

With Things of Care, and golden Slavery. 

Declare for Me, I'll give thee Wiſdom, Paris 

# Wiſdom, Shall make thee Kinſman to the Gods. 

The Virgin Arts ſhall court thee to be call'd 

Their Oracle: or if the Arts not tempt, 

Let fierce Ambition charm thy active Soul; 

Fame ſhall want Breath to tell the World what Tri- 
umphs 


1 Shall crown thy Name in War, ſo Pallas aid thee. 


; AIR XIV. Courtiers, Courticrs, think it no 
To Harm, Ce. 


Some have from Arts immortal grown, 
| And Some have from Arms roſe high in Fame 
” Ii bo will from Neither aim at Renown, 
Merits not to acquire a Name. 


The indelent Mortal may gain a Chance- Praiſe, 
But Him that courts Honour, Honour, Honour, 
Him that courts Honour, Fame muſt raiſe. 


| Fen. With Wealth and Empire Juno wooes thy Soul.; 
Pallas with Arts and Arms; all ſpecious Gifts. 
I am the Queen of Love; and proffer Bliſs 
C2 
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3 Real, as = ; — 1 _ Care, 
What Joys the Poets in Elium feign, 

. — ive on Funk. Becke for Me, 
Ten Thou bloothing Beauties ſwell my Train, 
And Them will I beftow : iti whoſe Embrace 
Thou ſhalt poſſeſs more Raptutes, than are Sands 
In all the Glaſs of Time. 


AIR xv. Fi, beware when Strephon, &. 


Shepherd, attend what Pleaſures purſue you, 

| Joys, that tranſcend Nerf Won. 

A the Delights of Love ſtrive to wooe you, 
Do not the proffer'd Tranſports ſhun. 


| When you're addreſſing 
Aud crave for the Bleſſing, N 
Still Venus ſball aid your Wiſbes to crown : 
O, then attend what Pleaſures purſue you, 
Joys, that tranſcend a Conqueſt won. 


wr I've heard your Claims : but how ſhall my weak 

ow'rs, 

Whoſe Years are green, and Judgment too unripe, 

Decide the Worth of Three ſuch Deities, 

Which not a Council of the Gods themſelves 

Car d to determine? EE: 

—4 Tis expected from Thee. 

ar. If it muſt be, then hear my inmoſt Thoughts. 

Kingdoms and Wealth have Luſtre to ſtrike bl; 

I ̃ be Eyes of young Ambition: but my Soul 

Pants not with ſuch Defires. The ſtudied Arts, 

|”  ' That teach us to contemplate Heav'n and Nature, 

Ask too much Toil to e z And for Arms, 

1 There are enough will bleed to be triumphant. 
But Love — I have a Heart that beats, and bounds, 

Io tafte thy richeſt Joys : and, in that Hope, 

Rright Cytberea, I prefer thy Gifts; 


AIR XVI. An Advocate of Beauty. 


Accept that Pledge of Duty, 
Tour conqu'ring Eyes demand : 
Such Looks of piercing Beauty 
What Mortal can withſand ? 
_— I fue to languifh z, 
And bow me 10 thy Sway : 
Dart all the pleaſing Anguiſb 
Here, and 1 the Smart obey. 
No Bliſs 
But This 
My panting Heart defires 1 
No Joy is worth poſſeſſing, compared td Love's ſweet Fires, 


AIR XVII. A Laſs there lives upon the Green, &c. 


Juno. G ſb, dull i Swain, 
; Ju ae. be thy Grave Li 
Pallas. corn of Arts may remain, 
And 22.7 0 the 1 / F 
— Co, languiſh, Wretch, in am rom Pain. 
allas. Co pine, and whine, and drag the Chain. 
Both. And dye a Woman's Slave. 
[Excunt Juno and Pallut. 


AIR XVIII. Tho' cruel you ſeem to my Pain, Cc. 


Ven. Fond Shepherd, what Care clouds thy Brow ? 
No ts my true Vot'ries ſhould move: 
The Stains, who my Empire avon, 


"Gay Tranſports and Bliſs only prove. 


No Anguiſh, but mine, maſt invade 
Love never will dwell with — 
The Smites of One charming bright ; 
The Frowns of whole Worlds tan redreſs. 4 b 
5 . 
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1s £ A "Par. Thanks, Goddeſs; I am bold in thy 
ee applaud the Juſtice of my Choice 
__» Venus. In grateful Recompenſe of that Deciſion you 
dure made in my Favour, prepare thro” my Aid to be 
made happy. I know, what lovely Nymph now holds 
your Heart bound in my Fetters. You have look'd 
- with the Eye of Judgment on her Beauties; and know, 
=Y theGentlenefs of her Soul is not inferior to the Soft- 
bpb of her Form. She comes; and all the Influence of 


a , * 5 : Enter Nymph. 
Par. O my fair Charmer! Now I dare avow thee z 


For This is N Triumph; and in Thee 
Beauty is centred. [ Embracing ber. 


: _ .* Nymph. O reſtrain, my Lord, | 
Theſe pleaſing Tranſports, and this fond Embrace 


Leſt the too buſy Eye of Cenſure mark Us. 


Par. Nay, fear not Cenſure now: Thou'rt mine, 
He bright Maid; | 
The Gift and Promiſe of the Paphian Queen. 
Venus has ſeal'd thy Virgin- Beauties mine, 
And bids me claim thee as the Due of Love. 
Diſpute not longer then her ſacred Title 
Nor let me languiſh on in vain Deſires. 
Nags: O, ſpare my Bluſnes. Too, too well you 
| now 
My tender Heart, and all its inmoſt Secrets. 
But other Hours for This. —— Bchold, a Train 
Of Nymphs and Swains, Companions of my Youth, 
—_— at my Requeſt, to pay their Duty ; 
13 entertain Thee with the ſprightly Dance. 
_ [ Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes enter and dance : "_ 
K . which Paris and Nymph come forward. 
Par. How does thy Kindneſs heighten ev'ry Charm, 
And ſwell the Debt of Love! 
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Enter Miller, Wife and Son. 


N Par. O! are you come, my Friend? 
Is Son. Yes, Sir, I am come, and 
4 brought all this good Company at y But 
ſome have been too cunning for me. my Prince 
Wen, there's no ſuch Thing as Privacy, I ſee, without'a 
Damſel in the Caſe. _— forward, F * 
ſhow your ſelf. He's come too for the Sake of 
day, as well as all this Power of Folks. 

"Mill. Sir, I was reſolv'd my Mill ſhould ſtand idle 
rather than I would be wantin cy zgratulatior 

Wife. And I would have left the Affairs of Twenty 

Familics undone, rather than my Husband ſhould out- 
do me in any Point of Diſreſpect. 

Par. Your Courteſy is moſt obliging; and we'll 
all be merry together before we part; for this is a Day 
of Happineſs. 


AIR XIX. Sweet are the Charms, os. { 


Let Juno fret, and Pallas 
So Venus in thy Seetneſs ſmile. 
And ſo thy Love my Wiſhes crown, 
All ſecond Joys to that are vile. 
Nature to after-times ſhall prove, 
N Wealth, Arts, and Arms, ſbould yield to Love. 


[The laſt Lines to be repeated in Chorus.] 
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